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III fated Gauls, where's now your mighty boaſt, \ oF 
Of glorious. conqueſts, on Fair Hibernia's coaſt : 
Go back to France, ye wretches who remain; ” | ES. 
And to your proud Directory complain, &c. | AN 
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BANTRY BAY. 
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Regveg * ec e e advance, 


Big with their conqueſts, and the pride of France; | 


Aſſur' d 8. ſucceſs, Ia LAND they'll devour, 
And make all nations ſubject to their pow'r, 


. Like ſome impetuous flood, whoſe ſwelling tide, 
Riſe from its banks, and over mountains glide, _ 
With furious ſurge, thro? lands without reſpect ; 
Sweepiag the ſtrength of kingdoms in its wreck. 
Ruſhing, regardleſß, over hill and plain, | 
Gathering in whirling caves the num'rous flain, 
Which mocks the faint efforts of human aid, 
While towers and ſpires are low in ruins laid. 


Lament, ye children of the trembling land, 
Pew aan abuts =" hy pn hand; 
O'er ruins, and deſolated waſtes, complain, 
Rivers of blood, and mountains of the dae 


The ſons of Gaul, with garments dy'd in blood, 
Swarin on the land. and on tbe dey flood, 
Like crowds of locuſts from ſome caſtern ſhore, 
Devouring all, and ſtill in queſt of more. 


*-The fates in Italy their ambition crown, 

And make them look on conqueſt as their own; 
Proud in their numbers, they all Europe dare, 
And think themfelves ſole maſters of the war. 


The-trump of fame cy INS, 
By their own boaſting ſpread their deeds around; 
O! who can well their heroic acts portray, a2 

And ſing heir ts from wank to Bantry — 8 
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While ſome begin to count a wiſh'd for pri 

bo Ze, 
Lifting their expectations to the ſkies, 8 
Great Neptune frowns, and curling bilows roar, 
Daſhing its furious ſurges to the ſhore, 


Black clouds ariſe, their flatt'ring profpeRts fail, 
And diſmal tempeſts frown in every gale; _ 

ile trembling terror ſcize the advent'rous crew, 
And death, in all his horrors, riſe in view. 
Their fleet diſpers'd on high mountainous waves, 
And numbers in the billows make their graves, - 
And thoſe who'thirſtcd for Hibernian blood, 
Now meet their fate in the relentleſs flood. 


III fated Gauls, where is your mighty boaſt; - 
Of glorious conqueſts, on Fair Hibernia's coaſt? 
Go bark to France, ye wretches who remain ; 
And to your proud Directory complain: 


To them, I ſay, your baplefs fate bewail; 
And to your country tell the fatal tale: 


With them in rage, your fatteſt frogs devour, 


And own your lofs to the ſuperior power. 


Let not ambition, prompt you to betray, | 
Your lives and fafety—as at Bantry Bay; 


With lofty caſtles, tow'ring in the air, 


Firlt rear'd by hope, then ſunk in black deſpair. . 


Nor need you vainly hope that ſanguine Mar, 
Will in your favour terminate the war; 


'The wheel of fortune yet miy backward turn, Bl, 
Your hopes alk fruſtrate, and leave you to mourn. 


What whimſeys fill your true Don Quixote pates. | 


The fall of kingdoms, and the ruin of Rates ; 
As if all Europe, was obliged to fall, 


. "FF 
Au eafy conqueſt to aſpiring Gaul. 
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With tow'ring hopes, behold them ſpread their ſails, 
And like true patriot ſaints invoke the gales, 
| To bear them to the fam'd Hibernian coaſt, 
In hopes to land their great advent'rous hoſt. 


| TR, N 5 
2 And do your fancies paint the fall of crowns, 
The ſpoil of empires; garriſons, and towns ; 


Foreign invaſion eaſy to obtain, 25 
And hoſts at your approach deſert the plain. 


No oppoſition you may think to find, OY | 
But every thing go equal to your mind;  _ — | 
See what romantic ſcenes of wealth appear, N35 
There ly great treaſures, arms, proviſions here. 


See your hold warriors.crown'd with laurel bays, ; +5. 
And woods and rocks reſounding with your praiſeg =” —+-. \ 
O Gaul ! ſhall Europe, tremble at your nod, 

Shall kingly pow'r beneath your feet be trod? 


And will you rule all nations as you pleaſe? - 75 We 
Lords of the land, and maſter's of the ſea 48] 
Shall Britain's ifle beneath your footſtool bow, 38 
And ſhall her heroes yield, O Gaul, to you? Os: bh. 
Miſtaken mortals, Briton's ſons are fre, | 


Strong on the land, and mighty on the ſea ; | 
Govern'd by the beſt of kings, they'll ſtand, 4 li 
Firm in defence cf government and land. CHLOE | | | 


Like our anceſtors in the days yore, i 
Whe ſeal'd their country's freedom with their gore; ; 
Withſtood the mighty force of boaſting Rome, * = | 
Who threaten'd'on our land impending dom. 1 | 
| Yet like bold HeQors, they their ſtrength withſtoog - 1 
And laid thoſe boaſters welt' ring in their blood; 4 


And ſhall proud Gaul preſume to brave the tide, * . | 
Of Britiſh valour, and triumphant ride. : 5 4} 
O'er helpleſs nations ſhall they bear the ſway, 1 
And tear the glory of our land away ? 1 


No, ſtill may Briton's ſons their rights maintain, 
Free in their land and maſters of the main. 
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; ' FOEM 0. 
ADDRESSED TO THE FROGS, | 


IN THE SCOTCH-DIALECT.. 


Lr, ye paddocks, grane and mourn, 
An' hide your heads in ſome black burn; 
For ye __ fuller in your turn— 
| Poor harmleſs things ; 
Your abs mais already burn, 
T1ꝙ% clip your wings. 
They're coming o'er on planks o A r 
To len? our country men a thud, 
An' nip their commerce by the bud— | 
An' paddbcks 4. 
For Monſieur turn'd as | black's a hood, : 
For want o' meat. 


Thoꝰ their 3 planks ſhow'd turn to ſtaves, 
| An? drown them a? aneath. the waves, 
They maun obey, when hunger craves— _ 
; Tho? meat to haddocks 3 
re rienin' ir for Engliſh laives, 
IE F Ar ? good freſh. paddocks 
Poor fairing wretches, let them come, - - 
If they're ſac bald as ſhow their bum, 
Tbey'll er neither deaf nor dumd, 
And ſtead o bread 
; They'll ha'e a P to get a crumb, 
* "0 oe n 


POEM m. 
TEE MISER AND PRIEST: * 


| Me 150 , my cold, the wiſer W, ut 
hou art the comfort of my eye, 7 

My joy, my love, my hearts delight. 
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FE yould contrive it for your ſake. 


Would border too. much on expence, 
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Could I but keep you from all danger, Is 
From ſneaking friends, or thieving ſtranger, 
Which every, night my mind maleſt, 


That I can neither fleep nor reſt. 
O were my doors of iron made, 
That never would decay nor fade, 5 


* 


So thick and ſtrong, that none could break, — 8 
But ah! 1 fear, this vain pretence, 1 5 I 


And break my heart through perfect grief, 
Then wou'd I die without relief. 
But I'm reſolved, while life remains, 

To guard you, tho? with heartfelt pains, 
While Gripus this creation made. | 

A cunning but a ſubtle maid, 

Crept, unperceiv'd, throw his dark cell, 

To where his darling gold did dwell, 
Snatch'd up a bag, with utmoſt ſpeed, 

And left a cuſhion in its ſtead. 

Away ſhe went out of the cellar, a il 
Leaſt Gripus hearing her ſhould fell her; 
But ah! the mifer on a day, 

Thought fit his coffers to ſurvey, N 
Found out the cheat, then gave a roar, 3 va 
The cuſhion with his teeth he tore; 1 
So mad he grew, that in a rage, 

The firſt he met he did engage; 

Which was by chance a papiſt pri F 4 
Was no ways pleaſed at the jeft, REY 


Sprung from his horſe, took up a ſlate, | aer . 4 


It threw, and broke the miſer's pate. e 1 


Some time he lay, quite ſenſeleſs, bleeding + » WI 
The prieſt danger, the worſt was dreading, eee | 
Till pitchy-finger'd Nan came out. iy 
ge and eas 'd the Pater's doubt. 


Say d ſhe, my reverent worthy Pater, =} | | 
Be no ways troubled at the matter 14 
My maſter's dying, I ean ſee, / 3 
His old will ſerve both you and we; nn 
$6 let ws Kill bie, cried the ile = 


As you-can well abſolve the gilt, + 
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30 drag'd old Gripus to his cell, | 
© Phen him opon his bed they caft, - 


And pray'd that he might breathe his laſt, 
3 But to their grief and great ſurprize, _ 
He at the laſt lift up bis eyes, 
Beheld, as round his eyes he _rolPd, 
The prieſt and Nan among his gold, 
What do you mean ? the miſer cries, 
lo take my gold before my eyes, 
No, ſaid the prieſt — old Gripus hold, 
TI only take a piece of gold. 9 
As a reward—I now beginn, 
"> Here to abſol ve you from your in. 
MQ; fin,—cricd Gripus, let alone, 
Give me my gold, and ſtraight begone, 
Out of my cellar flee with ſpeed, -- 
Aud leave my darlings in your ſtead 
IT would not give my gold away, 
For all that ſuch as you can ſay, 
3 About abſolving fin and ſuc h, 
|” Leave me my gold, or dread my crutch. 
No, ſaid the pricſt, your crutch lay by, 
| And quick prepare yourſelf to die; 
For by my mitre, and the t 
I To your vile life Vl! pyt a 29 | D 
Tc̃. bis draught prepar d, you mult receive, 
Whick will reduce you to your grave; | 
And ſend you down among the dead, „Es, 
Where you your gold no more will necd: Th 
Therefore prepare, without delay, 2 
For here you ſhall no longer ſtay, 
3 Old Gripus at this dread command, 
E. Sprung up, and took his crutch in hand, Sets 
1 Nan brought tbe gold, and laid it down, T} 
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And cried, old Gripus, take your own, Ba, Hop 
If you are able, for I ſwear, e 

We ſhall diſpute the matter here. 
3 + This prieſt and Gripus, both-earag'd, ' ' 
© | With utmoſt fury fopn engag d. 
While rip for rap, fell on each pat,  ' *- 


Aud Jong they 
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The prieſt enrag'd to ſee the deed. 
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But Nav did ſeine the We 47. + 144.56 F INN 
phy the fruits Sm | 25 N 5 
With h awa — . 
And of ly fer 1 
For tho? they fearch'd round and.round, n 
A farthing piece could not be found; „ 
With grief they ended their debates, „ 
And ſo condol'd their bleeding pates, 5 
That they ſhould be beſorted ſo, 32 r 

By one who was to both a foe, * © 
Who firſt enticed them to brawl, +2. RS 
Then ſlily ſtole away their all. e 1 
But Gripus from his pillow refr. 25008 
A darling peace was all was left, bb bf ; 
Which he firſt kiſs'd, then gave a roar, : : | 
I have not now one farthing more, | 8 
Thou art the darling of my heart, FT 
Loath, loath am I, that we ſhould 

O darling peace, thou art the laſt, ” £00 

Of my great bags, and coffers, vaſt, 8 
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.PIL lock thee to my beating heart, 


While life remains we ſball not part, 3 
Thou art my all, my all he cried, „ 
Then ſwallow'd it, and gaſp'd and died. +8 \ 


Aroſe, and ſhook the miſer's head, 92 20 2 4 1 
With ſuch a force, that at the laſt, ä 
The piece upon the ground he caſt. 


/Eoger he fois d the glittering prize, 


Thou art wy; own, - my own, he cries. . 


POEM IV. £7 | 
THE DRUNKARD: REFORMED. 5 


WI in my cups I us'd to rant and roar, 

| Ne'er vide fo to part, but drank, and call'd for 
Tilt all my money ſpent, and credit gone, I[Imote; 
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One day I to a jolly Landlord mint, 

With whom I often all my money ſpent ; 
Said I, my friend, I hope you will be willing, 
To lend me in my ſtrait a ſingle ſhilling ; 
For I on drink have ſpent my very all, 

And left no caſh to buy me food withal ; 
You ,was the only one I thought indeed, 
Who would oblige me in the time of need ; 
And l'Il repay you as I am no knave, 

Said he, at preſent I no money have; 
Nor would I lend, if I bad heaps in ſtore, 
So that's your anſwer, trouble me no more. 
If you your money ſpent, I'm not to blame, 
As you received my liquor for the ſame ; 

I did not get your money, fir, for. nought, 
My liquors dear, and every drop I bought. 
Your liquors dear, indeed, good friend, ſaid I, 
Pve often.drank of it when noways dry ; 
But, now I find which way your mind is bent, 
For all the money I have with you ſpent : 
I find tho? want ſheuld my exiſtence end, 
You would ret me one Gogls ſhilling lend ; 
This lets me ſee how great a fool I've deen, 
To ſpend my caſh with fellows baſe and mean. 
But I no better uſage can 
When by ſuch means I better things a» as 
I've been a fool, 1 own, and muſt c 
To bring myſelf by drink to ſuch diſtreſs: 
But if I live, 1 fully am delign'd, 
To leave eff drinking, and 5 more inclin'd, 
To fair ſobriety, and keep my caſh, 

From bein _ d by any common traſh; 
Theſe wo ſaid, then in rage I ran, 
Ne'er ſo mee fince 1 — a man; 


Both ſkaith and ſcorn I found was now my lot, 
With dizzy pate, and purſe not worth a groat „ 


I then reſolv'd to be a ſober man, 

And keep my caſh, this was my honeſt plan; ; 
But then as ſoon as I more money got 

I changed my mind, and took the other bot; 
No 50 1 had of all my piuehings paſt, 
wile ren in my noddle ran ſo 
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And fill'd my mind with ſuch a haughty air, | 5 | 
Which drown'd my fear, and baniſh'd all deſpair; -— _ 1 
The thoughts of want ne'er enter'd in my bead, -. "M1 
Nor did I think that I ſhould money need, 
Till all was ſpent, and then I found too late, 
An empty purſe, a ſore aud dizzy pate, 
My woes came on afreſh, now did 1 find, 57 
An empty pocket, and a troubl'd mind; 8 
My fellows too themſelves they from me tote, 
And turn'd my foes who were my friends before, 
For being ſo mean they could not me endure; 
They hated me becauſe that I was poor. 
Time after time, I did the ſame repeat, 
Sometimes ſo drunk I could not uſe my feet, | 
And then again, I would for this repent, 1 
Yet turn'd again the ſelf ſame way I went, | 11 
Juſt like a dog, who full, throws up his meat, 
Then turns and views it, and the fame doth eat; 
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But ſince its ſo, that I ſpent time in vain, 
Let me beware ne'er to do ſo again 
For reaſon calls aloud I ſhould be wiſe, „ 
And all my fooliſh, former ways deſpiſe ; _ | 33 
What doth it ſerve a man to ſpend his wealth, 1 
On that which ruins and deſtroys his health ? | N 
For drunkards, as a famous Author ſays, . 111 
Are oft cut down in middle of their days; 7 . 
And while in life they live in hate and ſcorn, ö : 
Better for them they never had been born. 


WS 1544017 T5 I 


N 


- One day I to a jolly Landlord nt, 
With whom I often all my money 1 | 


To lend me in my ſtrait a ſingle ſhilling ; 
For I on drink have ſpent my very all, 


And left no cafh to buy me food withal ; 


You was the omy one I thought indeed, 
Who would oblige me in the time of need ; 
And l'll repay you as I am no knave, 
Said he, at preſent I no money have ; 


Nor would I lend, if I bad heaps in ſtore, 
So that's your anſwer, trouble me no more. 


If you your money ſpent, I'm. not to blame, 


As you received my liquor for the ſame ; 


I did not get your money, fir, for. nought, 
My liquors dear, and every.drop I bought. 


Tour liquors dear, indeed, good friend, ſaid I, 


I've often. drank of it when noways ary ; $.; 


But, now I find which way your mind is bent, 


For all the money I have with you ſpent : 
I find tho? want ſheuld my exiſtence end, 
You would not me one ſingle ſhilling lend; 


This lets me ſee how great a fool I've deen, 
To ſpend my caſh with fellows baſe and mean. 


But I no better uſage can expect, 
When by ſuch means I better things negl®t 
I've been a fool, I own, and muſt cont; 


To bring myſelf by drink to ſuch diſtreſs: 


But if I live, I fully am deſign'd, 
To leave eff drinking, and — more inclin d. 


To e eee 
From being deſtroy'd by any common traſh; 
Theſe words I ſaid, then off in rage I ran, 


'Ne'er ſo provok'd farce I became a man ; 


Both ſkaith and ſcorn I found was now my lot, 
With dizzy pate, and purſe not worth a groat 95 


I then reſolv'd to be a ſober man, 
And keep my caſh, this was my honeſt plan 


But then as ſoon as I more money got 

I changed my mind, and took the other pot; 

No mind 1 had of all my piuchings paſt, 
wal my" in my noddle ran ſo * 
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Said I, my friend, I hope you will be willing, 
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: 111 . 
And fill'd my mind with ſuch a haughty air, 
Which drown'd my fear, and baniſh'd all deſpair ; 
The thoughts of want ne'er enter'd in my head, 
Nor did I think that I ſhould money need, 

Till all was ſpent, and then I found too late, 

An empty purſe, a ſore and dizzy pate, 

My woes came on afreſh, now did 1 find, 

An empty pocket, and a troubl'd mind; _ 

My fellows too themſelves they from me tore; 
And turn'd my foes who were my friends before, 
For being ſo mean they could not me endure; | 
They hated me becauſe that I was poor. | 
Time after time, I did the ſame repeat, 
Sometimes ſo drunk I could not uſe my feet, 

And then again, I would for this repent, 

Yet turn'd again the ſelf ſame way-I went, 

Juſt like a dog, who full, throws up his meat, 
Then turns and views it, and the fame doth eat; 
Jo was my caſe, I often thought indeed, 


I was beſotted and bewitched ſo, 
That oftentimes I knew not where to go, 
Nor what to de, nor what to ſpeak or think, 
So great à ſot I grew, thro? perfect drink; 

But now with pain I ſee my follies paſt, 

My leiſure moments ſuch reflection caſt, 

Upon my by paſt life, and makes me mourn, | 
The loſs of time that never. will return. 

But ſince its ſo, that J ſpent time in vain, ' 
Let me beware ne'er to do ſo again; 

For reaſon calls aloud I ſhould be wiſe, 

And all my fooliſh, former ways deſpiſe ;  _ 
What doth it ſerve a man to ſpend his wealth, 
On that which. ruins and deſtroys his health ? 
For drunkards, as a famous Author ſays, 

Ire oft cut down in middle of their days; 
ind while in life they live in hate and ſcorn, 
better for them they never had been born 


That drink thro? time would craze and turn my hekd ; | 
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: POEM, V . 11 
| : | ; ; 3 : i 
F INCRATTTrUDE AND. PRIDE. | / 
4 I bo 4 IRR S - 
| No hoary winter crouds her naked do, | 2.5 ( 
| Of froſts and ſnows while dreadful ee 1 1 
: Foreſts diveſted. of their ſweets. are ſeen, A 
Stript of their leaves, which lovely were arid ones *. T 
Shiv'ring with cold, all creatures ſeek a ſhade, B 
And wretchedpeſs, to plenty, calls for aid; T 
While cruel avarice racks. the poor man's ſoul, ' H 
Claims every good, and baſely takes the ele- Ic 
Looks on the poor contemptuons with a 38 a 12 ; T Iv 
And calls the Fronts of 25 alf his on © [ 
He ſmiles at helpleſs poverty, and when,” on TIES 
Tbe deſtitute to him of wants complain, * RE 2 CSS 
He ſhakes his head, then with a haughty tone, e 
Charges with daths, the be r 18 
O haughty pride! O avarieg fol CY IND [> 
What baſe contempt agaioſt thy fe PO 
Can cannibals, ſo fam'd for cruelty, | ; Pe 
| Debar all pity, and with-hold ſupply; TORT Ke 
To their own fellows, who thro? want and lead, 2 Ye 
Implore aſſiſtance, or a crumb of bread? Ye 
God gives his bleſſings as a common loan, IB. 
5 Fair nature's ſtore is not for you alone. IN. 
* All creatures have a ſhare, as well as yu. gl Fe 
"Great princes live, and io muſt beggars too; IN. 
Ye ſons of plenty liberal from your ſtore, 12 
ee arts ad Gd. go pet. Nor 
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POEM * 


AGAINST A BLASPHEMER AND 
2 | ATHEIST. | | 


O WHAT are you, poor mortal breathin ok 
* 7 Who dare to ſpeak profanely of thy l 
rz | To lift thy head on high, with haughty __ | 
I And curſe devotion, ſacrament, and pray'r: 

To ſpeak contempt'ous of the King of Heaven; 

By whom to you all things are freely given: 

That very tongue he gave you for his praiſe, 

Him to blaſpheme therewith you dare to raiſe ? 


I | Contemptuous monſter ! void of human ſenſe, 
I What is your wages, what's your recompenſe, 
. : | To ſcoff and mock religion, and that God, 
Mo can deſtroy. you at a fingle nod. 
„ | Where will you flee for ſhelter, where, O! where? 


To earth, to hell, to ſeas, or open air; N | 
The world will ſpurn you, hell will you devour; [ 
No place can fave you from th? Almighty pow'r. | 
Poor hardened wretch! you wantonly blaſpheme, _ - | 


A God, while devils tremble at his name; : 
You think pe 8 by mighty oaths to make, 
ful, 


Yourſelf ſeem and make others quake: | , | 

But none need tremble when you curſe and ſwear, . | 

None but yourſelf, for you bave cauſe to fear: , "A 

4 Fear what? (ſay you) 1 have no fear nor dread, | 
No pain can be amongſt the ſilent dead! _ _. | 


I 1 am perfuaded, and will füll int. | 
| When death arrefts me, I uo more exiſt ! | . 
I But nature calls alond, a God there be; "x 6-506 
„ ] Omniporeat, in glorious majeſty. .. - MN 

be Fan ie Bd Fa, BETTE 
In whom all-things m whom depeud, 42 32.4 | 
The fource of all exalted be his name | a 
Let beaveu and earth, nen W e 
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-You ſay at death your being is no more; 


Tou'll be annihilated as you were before. 


It may be ſo, indeed, if you in jeſt,! | 
Can caſt off manhood, and profeſs the beaſt ; - 
A beaſt you are, a man you cannot be, 

If, after death, you no exiſtance ſec. 

The ſavages themfelves"declare to thee, © 
By Nature's inſtinct, that a God there be. 

A God there be, all Nature's works declare, 
He proves himſelf by wonders every» where; 
And what are you, poor mortal, what are you? 
Who dare to fay thoſe reaſoniags are not true. 


Ihe holy word, you ſay, is baſe and vain, 


"Becauſe the truth it holds, and doth contain, 
Ide path to Heav'n, and doth declare to you, 
What puniſhments for ſinful vice is due, 


rox VII. 


CONTEMPLATIVE THOUGHTS 


WET is the ſource of human happineſs? 


„ 


Or from what cauſe doth all our proſpects ſpring? 


Is it from riches, or from luxury? 

Or vain debauchivg vices, which ſome call 
Their greateſt pleaſure, and their paradiſe ; 
In which the ſons of pride inceffant 51 | 
Without remorſe, and ne'er are ſatised 
With the enjoyment till their ruin come. 
Alas! in theſe it is not to be found, | 
Nor in the gilded palaccs of kings, 
Where pomp, luxuriance, and flaty'ring titles dwell, 
And glaring ſplendour in its brighteſt hloom. 
The humble peaſant, in bis peaceful cot 
More happineſs enjoys, more peace of mind. 


| Fhan kings and princes, or the pompous great, 


Who ſwin in all the luxury of wealth, gn 
In full. poſſeſſion of what they wainly dem 
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The height of happinele, their ſele dene. 
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When men give ſcope and looſe to their deſires, 
Enjoying what the wand'ring mind opt ; 
Their ſweeteſt pleaſure leave behind a ſting, 
And their contentment links in black remorſe, « 
Which gnaws the conſcience, and diſtreſs the mind. 
. Vices there are of various kinds, which men 7 
Still entertain, and nouriſh in their hearts, 
Piff'rent in their nature, as they pleaſe 
. Thoſe: who poſſefs them. Bur of all the reſt, 

The miſer in folly far exceeds them all, 

Who never can, nor will he be content; 

Gold is the object of his heart, his god, 

The darling of his ſoul, his ſole delight, 

And his ambition is to gather more. 

To-day, he grapples in the midſt of weahh, 
With heart uplifted; bnt ere night's black ſhade 
Reſumes her fable reign, ere moon, or ſtars, 
Appear to deck the clouds with pallid light, 
Twinkling from the arched vault ef heavin——— 
The wretch to Nature pays his debt, and falls 

A lifeleſs lump of duſt ; nor can his wealth 

Relieve him at the awful hour of death, 

Or make atonement for a life ill ſpent. _ 1 
No bribe death takes, be proves all riches vain, 1 
Lhe miſer's hope is now forever loſt, ; 

His hope of worldy grandeur, fooliſh-thought ! 34-2 
What fawning proſpects! what deluſive dream, ö 
Betray the foul, and cloud the dark ned mind 

Man has a foul, a ſubſtance ſpiritual, ©  —© 
Which better views ſhould: have than that of beaſty,. 
Who only can the groſſer objects ſte ; 

Or that which: riſe in nature to their view.” 

But ſouls of men can look beyond the grave, 

And view the wonders of the world unknawn. 4287 
Through, faith and hope, it riſeth up ſublime, | | 
To higher regions,  and.coutemplates | | | 
On things obſcure, and hid from mortal view: 
But: when within the miſer's mind ſuch thoughts 
begin to riſe, he nips them by the root, - oy. 
© Left to conviction they ſhould ſpring and wean "," 

Him fom his god, the mamon of his wealth oo © 
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Too oft, alas! our time neglected is, is Of 
Or loſt in vain purſuit of empty things, | 
Things void of ſubſtance, glittering in our view, 
As a deluſive bait, or cunning trap, 
Spread on the way, to catch th? unwary . 
How are we blinded by the empty fhew W 
Of- worldly grandeur., How are, we deceiv'd, 7 
In the purſuit of what muſt flee us ſtill, 
And leave us when we think the prize our own; . 
And often that which ſhould concern us moſt, 
By us is quite neglected; that which ougnBt 
To make us ſerious, how we ſpend our time. c 
Our latter end, that dread impot tant hour, 

| We hold at diſtance : But our time runs on, 

\. —- Swift as our thoughts, which-cannot be recall'd.. 

| As rivers from the ſea firſt take their, riſe : 

From diff rent ſources, thro? the tecming earth, 

And bears their tide back to the fea again, 
So runs ſwift time, from its great boundles ſource, 
Back to eternity, ſlrom whence it rung wir 
Then all is Joſt in vaſt immenſity, | i 
A long duration, which ne'er thall have an n cod! 1 1 


What we enjoy on earth is vanity, 
Our life uncertain - deatli moſt certain . 
And time gives place to vaſt eternity. 


Do not, O mortal man, of riches boaſt, 
Ok ſtrength, or beauty all is vain at moſt, 
At death's dark hour, ſuch temporal things. is lofk..: | 


They all wil} vaniſh, like the morning dow, 
Their luſtre fades, when death appears in view, 
And earthly comforts flee, O man, from you. 


- Vain miſers place in gold their hope and truſt: 
But can their gold redeem them from the duſt 2 
Or, can it purchaſe life? No, die they muſt. 
Can they, I ſay, their gold take with them? No; 
Naked they came, aud naked they muſt go; ; 
No uſe for gold. it death's dark ſhades below. 4, 


Some thiuk on nothing, but on worldly bein, 
As if they were for ever to remain; 
MN 8 eat all 129 8 of death as void and vain.. 
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Some unregardleſs live, and even dare, 
To mock at death, as if at diſtance far, 
But come, not thought of, may their folly mar. 
O! ſenſeleſs folly, who preſumes to brave, 


Cold death's black current, and devouring wave, 
Ard never think what lies beyond the grave. 


A flow'r cut down, a plant, or wown hay, 

By Sol's bright beams, ſoon wither and decay, 

So all that's earthly fall and fade away. rey 
Man, like a flow'r, this world like to a field,  * 
Whereon he grows, but he to death muſt yield; 
Nothing from death can any mortal ſhield, _ 

Life is a gift we get from God above; 

He is the Source; in Him we live and move: 

'Tis by his order we from life remove. | 


View but the manſions of the filent tomb, 
What numbers there ly bid, perceiv'd by none, 
In death's dark cell, a melancholy home. | 


. But tho? we die, we'll not for ay remain, 
In mould'ring.duſt, we'll riſe from dult again; 
» | The wicked may, but th' juſt need not complain- 
Thus all muſt fleep, low in their ſilent tombs, \ 
Nat to be wak'd, till the laſt trumpet ſounds, 
Then all ſhall hear; then all ſhall be awake: 3 
No fleep,-no ſlumber on that awful day; | 
That dreadful day, when our moſt ſecret faults, - 
Will be diſcover'd to the view of all; 
And open laid to angels and to men: : 
That all may fee, and all ma 2 
The righteous judgments of the Source of all. 
But dark as chaos, or the thades of night, 
Are ſtill thoſe myſt'ries to the human mind, 
Nor will it ever be diſclos'd to view, 
- Vatil that day ſhall dawn, and make appear, 
Its great importance, and the end of all. | 
what is life, while here? an empty dream; * . 
Vet precious are its moments, if improv'd ; | 
But if neglefted, better ne'er exiſt, 
Than feel the confequence of {lighted tine, 
And fall a victim to impending rum. 
| B3 
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. This world's grandeur, what doth it avail? : fo 
What all the pomp of pow'r, the {miles of gain? w 
þ And what the fatt'ring titles of the gret?᷑ 
1 When death's dread moment comes and ends it all. gl 
| | EW... | tl 
8 | 0! 
x , ; a 4 CC 
/ i A DREAM. 5 5 
+ * EN black night had clothed herſelf in. midnight b 
Fa | darkneſs, and ſleep had buſh'd all nature imo | 
ſilent repoſe, I lay on my bed, as yet ſtill awake. My || ,; 
*. mind was fitted with the thoughts of the night: Long 8 
4} had I contemplated on the-vanity of man, and the ſhort th 


' duration of his fading day. All was dark around; all | „. 
A was melancholy and filent. Nothing I heard but the v 
ſereeching of. the owl, and the diſmal ſound of the || t 
nightly breeze. — At lalt, I ſank intg the arms of repoſe, 
aud a dream appeared to my. view: I thoyght I was || 
travelling alone, over a ſpacious plain, in an,unknown te 
path. The carpet of Nature, clothed in fragrant ver- || 
dure, preſented to my fancy a moſt de ightful ſceng.: d. 
The warblers of the grove; in laviſh ſtrains, ſung their | ne 
tuneful ngtes ;-. and the tender lambs, ſkipping to and fro, I be 
appear'd to wear the ſace of pleaſure. Raviſhed with ſo I h. 
enchanting. a ſcene, I thought I ſat myſelf down by a |} 

- cryſtal ſountain, to conſider the objects ariſing to my d. 
view. — But all on a ſudden, a dark cloud overſpread the 6 
horizon, and a dreadful tempeſt aroſe, which ſeem'd to rend |} ;; 
the oaks of the wood. Fierce thunder rolled above my head; 
and forked lightning flew with rapid fury; while diſmal 
hovwlings. were heard afar off. I'hurried away from the 
frightful ſcene, and ruſlüng through a thicket in the 
wood, I ſhejtered myſelt in the cavern of à rock. Dark 
and diſmal it appear d to me; but heic 1 ſhelter d from 
the furious blaſt. A ſolemn tread at laſt Rartled in my 
car, as if at ſome farther diſtance in the cave. I liſten» 
ed, and the ſound ſeemed to apprœach: A chillneſs 
thirled throygh. my veins, and my beart within me 
was ſeized with a conrulſive throbbing. A glinimeritig 
Tight faſt approached; and a reverend Sage appeared to 
m6 His hair arg} heard were white .as ſnow ; aud lus 
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0 deen beſpoke his length of KEE I gazed- 


with wonder on the aged Sire, who firſt broke filence. 
Why, (ſaid he) is thy countenance. obſcured with a 
gloom, O thou ſon of mortal. man! "Though darkneſs at 
this time obſtructs the light of meridian ſplendour, and. 
overſpreads the face of Imiling day; yet the time will 
come, (perhaps at no great diſtance) when all thoſe 
glooms muſt, vaniſn, and hide their heads in the dark. 
ſhades of night. Be not lifted up with joy, when nature 
ſmiles, nor Een with grief when the frowns. All earth- 
ly things are ſubject to decay; and there is no perfec- 
tion on this ſide of time. Why is man lifted up in vas» 
vity ? why is his life loſt in folly ? Thy mortal exiſtance. 


ort and uncertain ; bpt a life immortal awaiteth on 


ck: Let virtue be thy choice companion, aud the 
ways of wiſdom thy conſtant path; for great is the re- 
ward prepared for the juſt, and happy is the place of 
their eternal abode. 


Nothing in this world can give. 
you an idea of that ſtate, or paint the pleaſures of the 


world to come. None but the wicked will have cauſe - 


to mourn; the pain that awaits them ne mortal can de- 
ſeribe. Be not of thoſe; O my fon, who mocketh and 
deſpiſeth the ways of the juſt : Honour thoſe who ho- 
nour Religion. Be that thy ſteady path; for man, a- 
bove all things, ought to be cautious how in this world 
he ſpends bis time: Beaſts may gratify their natural 
ſenſes ; for that is all they ever can enjoy. When 
dead theſe creatures are no more; they fall into non- 
exiſtance, and are hid for ever in the ſhades of obſcu-: . 


rity; but man, the nobler part of the creation, has 


an immortal tate to prepare for, and a life eternal in 
the world to come. The human frame may be conſt. 
dered as a beautiful tower of noble architeQureguriouſly- 
bnilt, and finely ornamented ; but death comes — 
deſolating breaches,” at a time he does not ęxpect, and 
in an inſtaht, with his dreadful artillery, "6 

lays the ftructure level with the ground. The wall of. 
his ſtrong tower is broken down, and the aRtive- 
inhabitant fled ; his foundation trembles, and all 
his gocdly chambers are brought low! "No more hit 
windows admit the light of the Tun ; they are claſed in 


eakgeſe; *. in r ; hats dove with the ſha-. 
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dow of death. No more. is wa; in his ſplendid ball, | 


the ſound of gaicty and mirth ; the organs of his lungs 
Krain no more in hat monious lays ; his mouldering wall 
is crumbled down to duſt, and his memory Joſt in the 
land of forgetfulneſs. Her may this be applied to thee, 


O thou ſon of mortality! Be not proud of your ſtrength, 
O ye ſous of the mighty; nor boaſt of times to come, 


ye children of the proud! For death will come upon 
you, like a- mighty water, or a rullüng torrent, from 
the mountain of rocks, and ſweep away your moft lively 
hopes. Who will be able to withſtand the ſurge of this 
devouring tide, which. will overturn the face of nature, 
and ſwerp away all in its wreck. O then of what 
avail will be the ſtrength of the mighty, or the terrible 
countenance- of the man of war: The foky looks of the 


proud will be then humbled, and the 1 ee wilt 


de feen no more. The mouth of the mocker ſhall be cloſed 
in deatb; no longer will he hold the Poor in deriſion. 
Think. of this, O thou clod of clay! After prououn- 
eing theſe words, the venerable fire bowed his head, 
and ſuddenly withdrew. Slecp fled. from wy +" 
avd I awoke. 
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POEM VIII. 
THE CANTEEN. 


OW boxes full the landlord ſkips, 
And by the neck the bottle grips ; 
Filts up the ſtoup, while each brave fellow, 
Begins to grow both crouſe and mellow. 
Itme aging fume flics to the head; * 
Tilt chey no fear nor eK e We 
2; es of whitky drink 8 m 7 
Tul they iu bumpers drown their . 
'No bought have they- of want to-morrow, - 


£4 of 125 They rage and ſwear, they ſing and roar 3 


wen 55 r hob. aud call for more. - 
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landlord hears, away doth run 5 


5 45 No ſooner faid, than it is done: | 
wail A bumper comes, the landlord ſees, © SE 
the In every face the gathering breeze. _ pets, 


"224 The brave effects of his good liquor; 

* He loves to ſee them toom their bicker. | 
From box to box now fee him tread, | | 
pon Rubbing his elbows, he's ſo glad, n 
| Nov, by their eagerneſs in drinking, 


rely He ſees them ſtupid, blind, and winking. 

this This is the time, thinks be, for me, 

. Io gather in ſome extra fee. e 

1508 For by their drinking, and their clatter, 

ible They ken not whiſky now frac water; | 

ate Away he goes with courteous ſhew, = y-",", 
berry And makes one gill, with water—two ;, | 
oled This done, be comes with ſober face, 

_ That he their mirth may better grace 


Takes up a'glafs, ſuys, © Lads, here's-t'-ye, | 
= ||; 13.144 wi meikle good: way do'ye 3 2 5 
Fyne at ilk joke, he gibes a ſneer, 

lids, SS 
And-laughs to make their ſtory queer: 
Come, come, cries one, renew the doſe ;. 


Yes, ſir, ſays- he, and off he goes, 


Brings ben his whiſky nicely mix'd, * \ 

And thinks he has them finely fix'd. 2 

And ſo he has; for ilka noddle, 22 
Sae ſtupid is, don't care a bodle, hs 


Whether-it be whiſky, ale, or water; 
But roar, and drink, and had the elatter, 
Till they at other throw their doſe, | 
Their words riſe high, ſyne fa“ to blows. 
Smaſh go the glaſſes, down they fa“, 
Ik ane his neighbour's noddle claw, 
e hard, that frac the mouth and ſnout,. 
Tue blood in ſpoonfu's guſhes out, 
Down tumbles he, lies gaſping, bleeding, 
Others are drinking, nowiſe. beeding ;. 


; Tift one more drunker than the ET boy 2 

Ms Seems at their ſoberneſs diſtreſs d 1 

n Looks vex'd, and ſyne flees into anger... 
Hie cannot fit wi“ rage na langer zzz 8 
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Jumps up as furious as a cat; tha _ J 
But K na what he's anger d at. ö : 
| Sac fa's a.quarr'ling wi? anither,  ' * | 
For ſome pretended. word or ither, _ 


He heard him fay, tho' it's fome notion, 
In his own brain, by whiſky's motion: 
Then head o'er heels, the whole begin, | 
Till blood and -whiſky mixed rin, 
Alang ilk ſeat, and down ilk table, 
While each is thumpin? what he's able, *' 
Glaſſes and tankards flee like drift, 
The force o whilk no man can ſhift, | 
So dreadful is the conflagration, 
The landlord ſtands in conſternation,. 
And ſces them, but with greateſt care, 
He gathers up the broken wares: 
Syne, when theyr” e ended wi? their fray, 
A double reck'ning gars them pay. 
This is thy vile effects, O whiſky, 
You toom their pouch, but mak i . 
You raiſe a fire within the breaſt, _ 
And maks a man war than a 1 7 


POEM Ix. 


AN ADDRESS” 
TO SIR JOHN BARLEYCORN:. 


GQUAME fa? thy face, John N 
Il honeſt man thy name ſhou'd ſcorn, 

Thou peace frae families aft ha'e torn, 

; - Wy your daft pranks, 

An' laid hale pariſhes forlorn, 
Sas that's their N 
But tho? I be baith poor an' filly,. 

ul len' my hand wi? right = wills, 
OS beak ik Winch 
J 2 - Whilk harbours you”. 
A nn your banes, my honeſt billy, 
11 Afore a ſow. 
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But then, slack! uten i 
Wha. cuddles you,” an keeps ye het, 
An? ws tame Levy, 

| 1 : 
Yet they Pm | ſure wad tak the. pet, 
Por me miſca'in ye. 


Bat I may thank your whiſkey fionp, 
x For- Farin“ me tak ſie a loup, 
| aw wr white plaidin” hap my doup, , 
| _ Like Luckie's toy, 
An' wade me for fe plaidiu' coup, 
' - "Good Corduroy, / 


My | ha'ei eing fic a love for you. 
Aiabst whilk maks me what I'm now, 
An' chang'd my dreſs frac \Ereen an“ blue, 


An' like a ſot, . , : ; 
Pat on my back, for ſic good ware, F*: 


A coarſe red coat. 7 
Now I maun n an' mak mane, N 
For ga'n ſae mony miles frac hame ; 


iſky ; 


Yet I'm right glad I'm no my lane, 3 f 
For to be ſree, 75 \ ©. 
Mony a lad the road has can | & x0 D 
| en ee D Fr 1 2 
When ance a man that „ 55 * Fl 
Tho' he be forc'd to face his R 
He diſna care how mony mae, e 

Shou'd join the core, . 2 

N by fate ſome day, 

: Amang his gore. 12 1 
| 0 ye berwitching Barleycorn, e 
ks, do ates thats we too div thts; VE. 7.00 
£ Wi' meikle glee, baith night an' morn, 8 
uks. An' meikle caſh, A 
| Ha'e I deſtro a an purſe forlo m; 
wn Wi' thy vile traſh, «py. 18 


Isg fork may oy, What gur's hin in ::; ? k 
„5 He by his wark might weel 25 ö; 
| Bat eee, Ho, nover wil | 2 

A; Till aff bis anc, | 


2 (6 24 J £5 
; The ges wit.a greedy fiſt, : 
Did ſoon him cath; | 
To anfwer that I'M do my beſt, 
Before I frac this rhyming reſt, 

An' for 1 its truth I can atteſt, 

Though ſomewhat huſky, 
II tell the plain e the beſt 

So it was whiſky. 


Now a' ye kintry clowns tak care, 
O Barleycorn's enchanting ſnare, 
Leſt ye, like me, ſhou'd ſome day fare, 
Oer ſenſe to ſtumble, 
a Mar s black killing ware, | 
An' darna grumble. 


